Taking out the trash 
Posted originally on the Archive of Our Own at http://archiveofourown.org/works/38702973. 


Rating: Explicit 
Archive Warning: Graphic Depictions Of Violence 
Category: M/M 


Fandom: Teen Wolf (TV) 
Relationship: Peter Hale/Stiles Stilinski 


Character: Peter Hale, Stiles Stilinski 

Additional Tags: Murder Husbands, Serial Killers, Established Relationship, Outdoor 
Sex, Kinky, Idiots in Love, Domestic Fluff, Teasing 

Stats: Published: 2022-04-30 Completed: 2022-05-07 Chapters: 2/2 Words: 
8560 





Taking out the trash 
by Jokers Wild 


Summary 


Stiles and Peter have a unique pass time, when there aren't monsters attempting to ruin their 
town. They search out other prey that needs to be dealt with before it grows out of control, 
the fact that it wears a human face doesn't matter to them. 


Notes 


I hope you all enjoy a little story of Peter and Stiles being murder husbands XD 


Hunters and prey 


Stiles tilted his head staring curiously at the corpse lying at his feet, the man’s throat had been torn 
open leaving nasty gnarled gashes that split the flesh and showed the rendered tissues beneath. 
Blood bathed the figure's neck and lower jaw, and their mouth lay agape in some silent gasp that 
had never uttered noise. The glaze over the brown eyes should have been eerie but Stiles just saw 
the proof that the job was done, there was no life left in this body and it could do more harm to 
others. 


“Darling, we really must continue, it’s getting late.” 


Stiles turned a small smile gracing his lips as he saw Peter standing on the edge of the hole the 
wolf had dug for the corpse, Peter leaning on the shovel giving him an indulgent smile from where 
he’d been watching him. “I know.” 


“Then stop staring at him and help me, love.” Peter teased as he sank the shovel into the earth 
leaving it standing upright as he walked over towards the body. He smiled at its ripped throat, so 
easy, so simple and it took hardly any time other than the effort they’d taken to track him, luring 
him into their trap. 


Peter nodded when he saw Stiles lean over to take the man’s legs up, Peter lifted him under his 
armpits, and between the two of them, they carried the corpse towards the gaping hole in the 
ground. The hearty thump of the body hitting the bottom of the hole had Peter grinning, he stared 
down at the man’s final bed before humming. 


His arm came to wrap around the man who curled up into him, looking down he smiled as Stiles 
looked up at him. “Come on love, let’s finish this so we can get home.” Stiles nodded and grabbed 
the second shovel to aid him in burying the corpse, it took time, but in the end, the mound of fresh 
dirt lay over the hole burying its secret treasure. 


Stiles sighed, his arms ached from shoveling dirt for the last hour or so, but he had a pleased smile 
on his face now that the task was done. The pleasant ache of their night's toils had him turning 
towards Peter. “Home?” 


Peter chuckled, nodding his head he snatched up the two shovels they’d brought with them and 
carried them back towards the car. Idly calling out to his lover. “Mind where you step Stiles.” He 
knew the boy couldn’t see so clearly through the night as he could and he didn’t want the boy to 
trip. 


Settling the shovels in the trunk Peter made an annoyed face at the dirt that had been tracked into 
the trunk from them...Then again, the blood was more tiresome to clean. 


Peter huffed when a bloody shirt was tossed into the trunk, he turned only for his eyes to flare in 
arousal as he watched the boy strip before his and the moon’s gaze. Stiles hadn’t been bathed in the 
man’s blood, not like Peter, but there was still plenty of evidence of the boy’s activities that night. 
Watching the cloth give way to pale flesh had Peter growling, Stiles gave him a knowing look that 
roused Peter from his intent staring. 


“Come on, you need to lose that clothing before you ruin the interior.” 


Peter smiled, his eyes chasing after Stiles’ retreating form he waited until Stiles was safely tucked 
inside the car to turn his attention back to ridding himself of the proof of tonight’s excursion. 


Unlike Stiles, he had to take off more than just his shirt, but he didn’t balk at his nudity far too 
used to such things to be embarrassed. Walking down the length of the car he threw open the 
driver's side door and fell into the seat with ease he smirked when Stiles laughed upon taking 
notice of his lack of clothing. “Problem?” 


Stiles smirked at the werewolf at his choice of not bothering to even keep his underwear, shaking 
his head. “No, no problem...A nice view but definitely no problems.” He teased back. 


Peter growled at the teen before forcibly tearing himself away to start the car, he pulled back from 
the small area he’d gone off of the road to find their secluded spot for the burial site. Making short 
work of their path to get back onto the main road, he smirked when Stiles leaned over resting his 
head on Peter’s shoulder. “Alright love?” He got a hum. 


“Been a long night.” Stiles yawned as he snuggled up to Peter’s side ignoring his lack of a seat belt 
to be closer to the wolf. “And we still have to clean the car.” 


Peter chuckled at Stiles’ complaint, sparing a moment to look down at his lover. “You can shower 
and go to bed, I’m fine to take care of things.” 


Stiles pouted, shaking his head. “It’s not fair to you, besides I won’t be able to go to sleep without 
you there.” 


Peter leaned over to kiss the top of Stiles’ head. “Alright darling, we’ll make things fast.” He knew 
Stiles wasn’t lying about being tired, it had been a long night it was drawing on 3 in the morning 
and they’d been out since six trying to find their prey. Stiles had once more been forced to play the 
coy decoy, drawing the man into following him into the woods for a quickie only to be surprised 
by Peter’s arrival. 


The wolf licked his teeth as they sharpened, the feral ferocity of his wolf hungering for more 
causing them to sharpen. It had been arousing to see Stiles pressed up against a tree, a stranger 
prepared to divest him of his clothes only to catch sight of the raw hunger in Stiles’ eyes as he 
shoved the shocked man away from himself and left him to Peter. 


The wolf sighed when he was able to pull into the driveway of his condo, shutting off the car he 
turned to address something only to smile when he realized Stiles had fallen asleep. “So much for 
waiting up for me love.” Chuckling lightly he carefully shifted them about, shoving the door open 
before taking Stiles into his arms. It was an awkward movement, but he managed to get Stiles out 
of the car without waking him. Cradling his lover Peter walked up to the house, shifting his hold a 
bit to type in the code for the garage. 


He sent a wary look to Stiles as the garage door lifted, but the noise didn’t rouse him. Smiling at 
how peaceful the man appeared, Peter walked into the garage and soon after into the house. 


Ordinarily, they both showered, ensuring there was no trace of anything they might have gotten up 
to, but given the present exhaustion keeping Stiles asleep in his arms, it wasn’t worth it. 


Peter carried the boy upstairs to their bedroom, gently laying him upon their bed he smiled as Stiles 
slept on ignorant of their arrival home or Peter moving him. Peter gently stroked Stiles’ face 
relishing the soft flesh that would be so easy to rip into but that he cradled so sweetly, he shook his 
head as Stiles gave a small moan and shifted on the bed. “What would I do without you?” Peter 
whispered, watching Stiles a while longer before reminding himself that the night's work wasn’t 
done. 


Regretfully he parted from Stiles, but not before laying one of their blankets over him. Assured that 


the teen was warm and would be there when he was done taking care of things Peter shrugged a 
loose pair of sweatpants on before heading back down to the car to clean up. 


Peter pulled the car into the garage before shutting its door, ensuring that if on some whim a 
neighbor woke in the middle of the night no one would see anything. The shovels were easily 
replaced in their spot in the garage, the dirt caked onto them was nothing of concern to anyone 
though Peter made sure to wipe down the handles in case any blood was transferred from their 
hands. 


The bloody clothing was gathered, dumped into a large oil drum that would soon be host to a 
bonfire. Peter wiped the trunk clean, ensuring every speck of blood was wiped away leaving his 
trunk smelling horribly of bleach but pristine from any trace of their activities. Nose wrinkling at 
the horrible scent, Peter shut the trunk of the car and sighed as the worst of it was over. 


He hauled the oil drum towards the wall, covering it with the metal slab they used and piling 
random shit on top to make it look as if it was simply something that they’d neglected to get rid of 
over time rather than the bloody wastebasket it was used for. Peter appraised the garage one final 
time, nodding in approval to how it appeared he shut off the light and went back into the house. 


He took care to make sure he hadn’t tracked any blood into the house, only having to wipe down a 
handle and a light switch. Coming into their bedroom Peter smiled at the sight of Stiles spread out 
upon their bed, sleeping soundly after their laborious night. He left him once again, unable to allow 
himself to enter their bed covered in the man’s blood. A quick shower divested him of any proof of 
the man’s lost life, fresh from the heated water Peter toweled himself off before walking to the 
other side of the bed. 


Climbing in he got under the covers before shifting them about to pull Stiles beneath them rather 
than the lone blanket he’d covered the teen in. Stiles grumbled in his sleep, but the soft sigh that 
left him soon after as he curled into Peter’s warmth had the wolf smiling. He kissed Stiles’ brow, 
wrapping his arms around the frail human before closing his eyes prepared to join him in sleep. 


KKK KK KK 


Peter gave a soft grunt when a well-known figure jumped on his back over the end of the chair to 
lean over sharply to kiss him, the wolf let out a pleased groan before Stiles pulled back with a 
bright grin before tossing something into his lap. Humming Peter glanced down to the paper, 
picking it up with a smile as Stiles kissed down the side of his head to his neck, daring to be so 
bold as to bite him. The wolf growled in warning as he read the small blurb his lover and circled, 
he sighed as Stiles slid a hand under his shirt as Peter twisted their eyes met the heated gaze of his 
lover had Peter’s eyes flaring. 


Reaching up hastily he yanked Stiles forward and snatched up his mouth in a hungry kiss as Stiles 
moaned into him, the teen’s hand sliding against his abdomen, toying with the fringe of his pants 
threatening to go below. Parting with a hard gasp the wolf growled at the smirking human whose 
lips were now swollen with the violence in their passion for one another. “You’re sure you want 
her?” He watched hungrily as Stiles licked his lips and nodded his head. 


“Yeah.” 


Peter grinned. “Alright pet...Later tonight we’ll go see if we can’t find her.” 


“Wha-” Stiles laughed as Peter yanked him over the back of the chair, snatching him up and with a 
hasty adjustment Stiles found himself straddling Peter’s lap with a bright grin letting out a small 
moan as Peter’s hand wrapped around his hips to grab his ass and grind them together. Stiles rolled 
into the movement, hooded eyes staring back at his lover whose eyes flared a brilliant blue. 


The hunger there should terrify him, it would anyone else but Stiles just leaned forward to kiss the 
wolf chastely as he canted his hips into Peter. When they parted Stiles rasped. “Going to make me 
yours?” The dark growl that Peter gave had Stiles reaching out to pull at Peter’s shirt, it was easy to 
rip it up and over the wolf as Peter helped. 


When the wolf was bare-chested Stiles let his hands wander over the expanse of firm muscle, their 
eyes meeting as Stiles let his hand dip lower to tug at the edge of the man’s pants. “These to... How 
else am I gonna ride your cock?” He laughed at the snarl his question brought about, throwing his 
head back, groaning as Peter surged forward to kiss his throat the sharp graze of the wolf’s fangs 
had him trembling. 


He let out a sharp gasp, eyes falling shut as a small smile formed as Peter showed how restrained 
he could be to ensure he didn’t hurt him...All while wielding his strength in the most arousing of 
ways. At this rate, they weren’t going to go hunting, Stiles couldn’t feel sorry about that, not when 
Peter systematically stripped him of his clothes with swift calculated snips of his claws. The 
moment their naked flesh touched one another Stiles knew, the thrill of the coming hunt was going 
to lead to some great sex. 


KK KKK K 


Peter smiled cunningly as he listened to the woman talk about her travels, his eyes stayed glued to 
her sleek form. A dress practically painted on her lithe form, her ample breasts on show teasing any 
who would gaze upon her. The bright lipstick, the teasing strokes of her tongue when she licked her 
lips...Yes, she was a predator, her eyes proved that to him even if he hadn’t done a bit of research 
before he and Stiles left the house. 


“You’re stunning, ravishing my dear...’ m rather fortunate that none of these commoners got your 
attention.” She laughed, but Peter wasn’t done as he leaned forward, skirting his hand up her arm 
in a teasing trail of fingertips. “Someone smart like you must know better though, I’m sure you see 
straight through them.” She hummed, eyes alight with something that made his wolf stir. “How 
about we head back to my place, I can entertain you far better than any of these simpletons.” 
Leaning back to give her space he raised a brow as he took up his drink downing it all in one go. 
Peter smirked cockily as he trailed his fingers across her hand, toying with her. 


“Hm...So sure?” 
Peter chuckled. “Oh honey, you’ll have a wild night with me. I can be a real animal.” 
“I like that.” 


Peter smirked, he knew it but didn’t let on that he knew about her. “Then let’s head out...I can 
show you how wild I am, you can let me see what’s hidden under that delectable dress of yours.” 
She looked down and smiled in some facsimile of coyness that didn’t fool Peter. “Shall we?” 


He got a nod, pleased he took her hand and lead her towards the door, his eyes caught a form he 


knew well but didn’t linger on as he turned his attention towards the woman. “I really can’t fathom 
how I’m supposed to keep my hands off of you.” She laughed as they spilled out into the parking 
lot, Peter jerked her forward wrapping his arms around her, trailing his fingers down her sleek form 
as her eyes widened. “Not sure I can wait.” Her eyes dilated as she bit her lip as Peter let a hand 
trail down to a thigh, sliding back up under her dress to grasp a firm cheek, its flesh so smooth and 
hot he smirked. “Let’s take the edge off.” He jerked his head towards the darkness of the woods. 
The sultry smirk she gave and nod had Peter releasing her to pull her along. 


“You really are a beast.” 


Peter laughed at the woman who struggled to keep up on her heels as he made sure to draw her 
deep into the woods. When the lights of the parking lot, the sounds of people grew a dull tin for his 
increased hearing he spun her around to press her against a tree. He crowed in on her breathing 
softly against her lips, never kissing her lips he dove down to suck at her neck. She groaned, her 
hands coming up to circle his neck as Peter inhaled sharply trying to push past the heavy scent of 
her perfume to sense his surroundings. 


He grinned as he trailed his fangs against her neck, nipping harder as she cried out in pleasure to 
the tease. Peter’s grin tensed, he grunted coughing he pulled back stumbled a step, and looked 
down. The woman’s laughter had Peter sighing, he looked up at her bored, and reached down to rip 
the knife out of his stomach he held it up. 


“That’s rather rude.” The sudden fright that crossed her face as she glanced at the knife and then 
his blood-covered belly had Peter smirking. “You’re not the only predator love.” He pointed the 
knife to the side. “And he’s far more beautiful than you.” Peter groaned his cock stirring as the 
woman jerked to the right only to gasp, the gurgled noise that left her as Stiles lunged forward from 
the darkness with a wicked blade of his own thrusting it into the woman’s ribs. 


Stiles grinned as the woman gave him a tearful look as she stared down in horror at the blade 
buried to the hilt into her, Stiles pressed hard driving her back against the same tree Peter had 
teased her against. Stiles smiled as her hand wrapped around his, scrabbling to try and make him 
pull the knife out as she cried. “You’re pathetic.” Stiles hissed to the woman. “You’re not a 
predator, just a slut who gets off on killing horny men.” Stiles grinned as Peter wrapped his arms 
around him pressing his supernaturally warm body against him. He sighed feeling Peter’s breath, 
the wolf trailing his nose against the back of his neck. 


“Do it love.” 


Stiles grinned at the woman. “We’re the real thing that goes bump in the night.” He jerked the 
knife free of the woman she gasped, blood surging up her throat to cough against them. Stiles 
barely blinked at the red that spattered against his face before he flipped the blade in his grasp and 
with a clean stroke, a fast slash, the woman’s throat spilled open bathing him in a wave of hot 
blood as the woman’s short cry was cut off abruptly from the ferocity of the blades kiss. 


Stiles pressed back against Peter, the wolf backing up to allow them space to watch the woman 
collapse, hand futilely grasping at her throat as she choked on her own blood. Stiles stared down 
with a smirk on his face, he reached up with his empty hand to wipe at the moisture that trailed 
down his face, smearing it rather than letting it drip down him. Looking to the blade in his other 
hand he commented while listening to the woman’s death throes. “I really like this one, it’s easy to 
hold, has a nice weight, and holds an edge.” He smirked as Peter kissed the back of his neck. 


“We can order another.” 


Stiles twisted smirking as Peter’s eyes flared at the sight of him, he was sure he made quite the 


sight covered in the woman’s blood. He tapped the knife on Peter’s chest. “You’re not fucking me 
against a tree while that bitches body is cooling on the ground, save it for later.” He trailed the 
knife down to teasingly trail across the bulge in the man’s pants as Peter growled, Stiles smiled. 
“You like waiting, don’t even lie.” He gave a huff of laughter when Peter’s arms wrapped around 
him pulling on him, he moved the knife as he didn’t really want to stab his lover with it. He 
hummed as Peter leaned down to whisper between them. 


“I love the wait darling, but you’re beautiful...Stunning, I’m not sure [ll be able to hold myself 
back.” He growled before lunging forward to snatch up Stiles’ lips in a desperate kiss that saw the 
human leaning into him moaning. Peter’s hands skirted up and down the lithe form, claws peeking 
out to rip into the boy’s shirt and pants leaving small score marks on fragile pale skin that saw 
Stiles keening into their kiss arching up into his lips. Peter growled when Stiles pushed back 
against him, he released the boy’s lips but refused to allow him free of his grasp. 


Panting Stiles licked his lips catching small bits of the copper taste of the woman’s blood but 
catching far more of Peter’s taste upon them. “Not yet.” The wolf growled with hooded eyes that 
saw Stiles smiling at the exhilarating experience of denying the wolf. “Let’s take care of her... Then 
you can fuck me hard in the woods...Again in our shower.” He let the knife trail against Peter’s 
back. “In our bed.” The snarl that left Peter’s throat had Stiles grinning like the predator he was. 
“All night.” 


“You’re spectacular darling.” Peter praised his lover who knew just how to bring his wolf to the 
brink of its control, to drive Peter to the very cusp of his self-restraint, and all with that teasing, 
seductive look on his face. Reluctantly he released Stiles enjoying the image his lover made 
liberally coated in the woman’s blood wielding a wicked blade, he was the epitome of a deadly 
creature that spurned nothing but sordid thoughts in the wolf’s mind. 


Stiles glanced down at himself, she’d definitely bled a lot but that was probably just because of 
how close he’d gotten before slicing her throat open. Looking back at the corpse Stiles smiled, 
calling out. “Looks better than she did a minute ago.” 


Peter laughed at Stiles' wicked opinion on the woman’s sex appeal, he leaned forward to trail his 
nose against the boy's head. “She’s nothing compared to you love, nothing can compare to you.” 


Stiles smiled at the lush words that Peter always praised him with, he leaned into the gentle hold 
and whispered. “Where are we going to ditch her?” 


“T think I know a place.” 


Stiles nodded trusting Peter to know someplace that they could stash the woman’s body, they 
stood there a moment longer before Stiles admitted. “Her bloods making me cold.” He tilted his 
head back at the rumble Peter gave upon hearing he was uncomfortable. “Let’s get started...I 
wanna have you fuck me in the shower.” 


“Oh, darling.” Peter rumbled with unadulterated pleasure. “I can’t wait.” 


Stiles grinned and whipped his head back around to the woman. “Grab her shoulders, I'll get her 
feet.” 


“With pleasure darling.” 


It was a hard task to get the woman’s body to the car, they’d had to park at some access road far 
enough away from the bar not to alert anyone of their coming and going. It was a trek to drag the 
woman that far, but Stiles was relieved when the woman was stashed in the trunk, he was breathing 


hard bracing himself on the car as he smiled breathlessly at Peter. 
“Come on love, you can rest in the car as I drive us there.” 


Stiles nodded his head and relished being able to sit down after the hard trek back to the car, but 
first, he had to strip some of his clothing. They did their best to limit the blood exposure to the 
vehicle, so he carefully stripped out of his shirt using it to wipe at his face and hands. A rumble 
from the wolf beside him had Stiles smirking, he turned and stated in a saucy voice. “Stop staring 
and strip.” 


Chuckling at the command, Peter pulled his shirt up and over his head giving a sharp noise when 
warm hands came to press delicately around the wound that was healing. “I’m fine.” He assured 
Stiles as the boy frowned at the wound the woman had given him. “There was nothing on her 
blade, just a wicked edge meant to cull humans.” 


Stiles huffed as he stared at the sluggishly bleeding wound. “She still stabbed you, Peter.” 


“TIl heal.” The wolf promised lifting Stiles’ chin with a gentle smile. “Go get in the car.” He 
watched as Stiles did as asked though the teen sent him wary looks back, unsettled by his wound. 
Glancing down at his belly Peter huffed, were he human the woman would have surely gotten 
what she was after, with Peter all she got was a split second of shock before Stiles swooped in. 
Peter smiled as he thought about it, shaking his head when he drifted too far into that pleasant 
moment. 


He used his discarded shirt to press against the bleeding wound, holding pressure he took a deep 
breath and waited hoping that in a moment it would have at least stopped bleeding. He waited a 
few minutes before tentatively removing his shirt, he scowled at the wound which still oozed blood 
despite his attempts to get his healing to coagulate the blood on the surface until his body healed 
the flesh beneath. Sighing, he tossed the shirt into the trunk along with the dead woman and shut it 
with a heavy hand as he walked around to get into the driver's side. 


“Are you alright?” 


Peter chuckled at the teen’s concern, he smiled and nodded. “I’m fine Stiles.” He reached out a 
thumb tracing the boy’s cheek. “I’m just glad I’m the one who played with her.” 


Stiles blushed at the wolf’s actions. “You wouldn’t have let her hurt me.” 


“No.” Peter agreed, he’d never let something like that happen, but the thought that it could happen 
at all unsettled his wolf. “Come on, let’s go take care of her then we can go home and I can ravish 


bd 


you. 
Stiles laughed, pulling back into his seat he smiled at the wolf. “Ravish?” 


“Alright... How about...?1l make you come until you can’t.” Peter grinned ferally at his lover. 
“Take every piece of you apart with my hands, bury myself deep inside you, and claim all of you.” 


Stiles swallowed hard. “You better dig that hole fast.” 


Peter grinned at the wanton tone of voice Stiles had, nodding he turned on the car and pulled away 
from the small wooded area where their hunt had concluded. Time to find someplace to secure 
their kill, the sooner she was dealt with the sooner that Peter could enjoy the rest of the night with 
Stiles. Their hunt had been successful, and the adrenaline was fading, but a new hunger was rising. 
His wolf wasn’t prepared to be denied for longer than absolutely necessary, so Peter pressed harder 
on the accelerator a feral grin forming as his plans came together. 


A true predator 


Chapter Summary 


Peter can't wait until they get home resulting in the pair having a steaming tryst in the 
woods mere feet from their kill. 


Chapter Notes 


The smutty conclusion to the murder husbands XD 


Stiles cried out, his fingers digging into the bark of the tree as Peter growled against him, the wolf 
thrusting hard into his body. The teen wept in pleasure as the wolf’s thick cock drove deep inside 
of him, hitting all the best places and forcing his body to grind hard against the tree. Peter couldn’t 
wait for them to get home, his earlier tease of the wolf fucking him in the woods had become a 
thing. 


The woman’s body was just a few feet off in the hole they still had to fill, but his lover had 
wrenched his pants down, barely pulling his own zipper down to free himself before fucking into 
him with an angry passion. 


Stiles tilted his head back groaning as his body was ridden hard, the sharp pants of Peter’s breath 
ghosting his neck and shoulder left goosebumps despite his heated body. He grunted as he was 
hung heavily upon the unrelenting length that was piercing him in sharp rolling motions as Peter 
slaked his lust in his body. The harsh grind of his own arousal against his pants was painful, but in 
the way that held his orgasm at bay. The tight clothing rubbed against the tree, striking up 
spindrals of pleasure while it constrained his cock preventing it from seeking its own end. “P- 
Peter.” The wolf growled hearing the breathy cry of his name, sharp teeth bit into his shoulder and 
Stiles cried out in the pleasured pain of taking his lover's furious lust. 


The hard movements, the slick glide of the wolf’s cock as it pulled back barely an inch before 
grinding hard arching the teen onto his tippy toes as Peter strove to bury himself just that much 
further. The heat of the wolf’s body as it rode him hard, the tell-tale scent of their heated sex. 
Everything was perfect, Stiles’ eyes rolled in his head at the pleasure, the pain, the animal ferocity 
that claimed him. 


He cried out loudly when Peter snapped his hips forcefully into him, a deep rolling motion as the 
wolf buried himself to the hilt and ground tight into him. Stiles gasped as the thick length buried in 
him battered his prostate making his body tremble in pleasure, on the precipice before Peter 
yanked back leaving Stiles hanging on the edge as he choked on air from the tight cloying desire in 
his belly. “Peter...I-I need more.” 


The wolf grinned, licking the sore spots he’d bitten into his lover's shoulder as he continued his 
animalistic thrusts with the single-minded purpose of seeking release and leaving behind an 
unbridled claim over the human. Hearing the plaintiff cry for more, the desperate tones in his 
lover's voice, it was like the finest of ambrosia. The wolf inhaled deeply groaning at the arousing 


scent of sex, the heated coil of his lover's scent as it was masked with Peters. 


The trailing sent of Stiles’ arousal, the desperate pleas for more, Peter’s hand left the boy’s hip to 
wrap around stiffly between their forms and the tree. Peter growled at the hard denim, the bulge it 
contained, and the spotted growing form of moisture had Peter grinning into Stiles’ flesh. 


“So wanton darling.” The whine the human gave had Peter growling and thrusting harder, driving 
their combined forms forward, allowing that bulge to be cradled by his hand rather than the harsh 
bark of the tree. The desperate moan the human gave upon feeling his hand rather than hard bark 
had the wolf humming as he gave fierce rolls of his hips. “I’m going to come in you,” Peter 
growled threateningly. “I’m going to spill myself deep inside you and you’re going to be left 
wanting until we get home...Then [ll fuck you so hard in the shower that you’ll come at my first 
touch.” He grinned at the desperate noise Stiles gave upon registering his threat, Peter thrust 
harder, harder, deeper still as he chased the high he’d been seeking out since his wolf demanded he 
claim Stiles. 


It couldn’t wait until they got home, it needed release and Peter was slaking its lust in the body he 
was buried so tightly in. “So good...So beautiful.” Peter growled as he ground them hard into each 
other, loving the feeling of power that rushed over him as he forced Stiles onto his toes as he 
buried himself to the hilt making the teen hang upon his cock. 


The tight clenching of his stomach, the coil of heat that threatened to burst at any moment grew 
fierce as he continued to release his furious hunger upon the pale skin. Peter growled, nipping and 
licking as he fucked his lover hard, his hand stroking the front of Stiles’ constrained pants. The 
whines, pleas, and begging were all the perfect music to his wolf that wanted to dominate the 
human. Peter’s wolf howled in delight for his conquest of the human who took everything he gave 
him, who cried out in pleasure at the hard movements, and begged for more despite the precipice 
of pain he was no doubt feeling. The perfect mate. 


Peter arched his hips hard, snarling when his throbbing member was buried to the hilt in his lover 
as the human cried out in pleasure. Peter’s stomach clenched his cock throbbed wantonly within 
the hot body it was ensconced in, the urge to be buried all the way inside the heated channel had 
him grinding upward as the tight heat in his stomach churned, eager to be released. 


Peter snarled as a few hard sharp, violent thrusts later he snapped his teeth burying deep into the 
outstretched flesh of the human who screamed as the wolf groaned in pleasure his eyes rolling at 
the sinful taste of blood and the euphoria of burying himself into the hot body spilling himself. 
Sharp grinds of his hips proceeded every sharp twist of his loins as he steadily filled his lover with 
the heavy pulses of come. 


His jaw clamped tight, worrying the flesh a bit as he growled and fed into the motions of his 
body’s conquest. His senses were overridden by the bouquet of pain, pleasure, blood, the heavy 
spice of his semen, and the cloying aroma of their combined scents merging. Peter groaned as his 
harsh grinds slowed, a far looser pace as the heaviness of his pleasure eased. 


The wolf’s eyes blinked open before he grimaced and opened his jaw, moving it around to loosen it 
up before he licked at the harsh wound he’d instilled in the younger man. “I’m sorry love.” The 
groan he got had Peter huffing, he lathed at the wound a bit more trying to stem the bleeding as he 
scented the pleasurable aroma of his lover's body. Peter grinned when he arched a bit harder 
earning a startled cry, Stiles’ body tightening around him as the human gave a soft gasp when he 
stilled allowing their bodies to stay flush together. 


The wolf hummed, snuffling up the pale neck to whisper in the human’s ear. “Can you feel me, so 
deep inside you?” The wolf growled as the human whined, Peter, stroked his hand across the 


denim that still housed his lover's heated sex. Peter lifted it up, skirting the man’s belly to rip the 
front of the denim open, breaking the button and pulling on the zipper enough to slide his hand 
down the constrained cloth. 


The sharp gasp he got when his fingers found the turgid length that had been trapped while Peter 
had his way with the human was orgasmic in its own right. Peter licked the side of Stiles’ neck 
before saying. “Beg me and Pll let you come.” Peter grinned at the whimper the human gave 
against him as his fingers toyed with his cock, never loosening the pressure against it so the boy 
couldn’t come without his approval. The hasty breaths of his lover proved that Stiles was being 
pushed to the brink, to the limits that they loved to test, the wolf’s eyes rolled a pleased growl 
leaving him as the human’s reply. 


“I don’t beg.” 


Peter nuzzled the side of his lover's neck and rolled his hips gaining a soft gasp from the man as 
Peter gave a gentle give and take to keep the pair of them interested. Being a wolf, he was already 
prepared to go another round but Stiles hadn’t come yet, and it wasn’t beyond his capabilities to 
fuck the man a few more times before letting him come. And throughout it all, he knew, Stiles 
wouldn’t beg...Predators didn’t beg, they took what they wanted and despite being human, they 
both knew the boy was a predator, not the prey they constantly chased together. 


“God I love you.” Peter praised the boy once more proving that he was perfect, Peter groaned as he 
thrust a bit harder eager to come once more now that Stiles had said those words, awakening the 
challenge to dominate the other predator. Stiles whined into his movements, the wolf grinned 
trailing his head down to the bleeding wound he lathed at it. He hadn’t meant to bite so deeply, but 
he was sure Stiles would absolve him of the guilt he felt for that later so he tended to it while using 
his reinvigorated hunger to please the pair of them. Peter hummed, pleased when Stiles reached up 
and behind him to lay his hand against his skull pulling on him with intention. “You’re sure?” The 
soft gasp the boy gave as his thrust heated up once more was beautiful. 


“Make me yours.” Stiles groaned in pleasure. 
“You’re mine, love,” Peter growled as he arched harder into the human gaining a sharp moan. 


Stiles smiled at the harder movement as if Peter needed that to lay claim to him, he didn’t but it felt 
good. As good as the man’s warm hand coiling around his constrained member. Never giving him 
enough to sink into the fire resting low in his belly, just enough to keep him on the edge while 
keeping his pants too tight for him to find release on his own. Peter was an asshole, but he always 
had a reason for what he did and Stiles knew this game far too well to fall for things. 


His fingers skirted down to the fringe of Peter’s hair as he rode the hard movements the wolf gave 
him, Stiles sighed rolling with the pleasure before tugging once more. He smirked when he felt the 
wolf move his face, he hummed when Peter licked another part of his shoulder testing him. 


Stiles grunted at a hard thrust that sent a burst of pleasure soaring up his body as the wolf’s thick 
cock plundered him, his eyes rolled as his body sagged into the movement only for Stiles’ to tense, 
tightening as he gave a pained gasp as Peter’s teeth sank into the muscle as the wolf thrust harder 
amidst his claim. 


Stiles smiled, his fingers tangled in the man’s hair as he grunted and road the hard movements of 
his lover's body with pleasurable noises even as the sharp bite of Peter’s teeth kept him frazzled on 
which sensation to focus on. He bit his lip silencing himself when Peter’s hand that had been 
toying with his cock stroked down the length of him in the tight confines of the denim that he 
ached to have removed. He was there, he just needed a bit of space for his sore member to be able 


to release the pleasure that Peter had brewed inside his claiming of him. 


Peter growled as his teeth sank into muscle again, the sharp gasp that Stiles gave had the wolf 
thrusting harder chasing the high of release once more. His hand skirted up and down Stiles’ 
length, aware that his lover was being forced to endure pleasure after pleasure without release. The 
wolf hungered for more, to smell the delicious aroma of withheld pleasure that would soon coat the 
man’s flesh as he was denied his end again. 


It teased his senses just as much as the taste of Stiles’ flesh did, his free hand braced the human 
tightly against him as if there were anywhere else for him to go. His hand was hard braced upon 
Stiles’ thigh baring him open just enough for Peter to have the best of angles to plunder the pale 
man’s body. The rising tide of pleasure began to crest low in his belly, despite having come only a 
few minutes ago the sheer ferocity of their lust had his wolf eager to lay his claim upon the boy 
once more. 


The slickness of his thrusts was aided by the seed that he’d already forced the human’s willing 
body to take, which made their joining that much more intimate. Peter could scent his seed as it 
crested their joining to trail down their bodies leaving the sultry spice of the wolf’s core scent 
staining the pair of them. Peter thrust harder, growling as he clamped his jaw down harder gaining 
a pained whine, Stiles’ body clamping down tight around his turgid length that thrust into the 
increased tightness with great abandon. 


Peter relished every minute pleasure that he could derive from their tryst, slackening his lust, his 
animal desires into the humans body. Stiles’ hand was clutching the back of his head, fingers 
tangled in his hair bordering on pain as he kept a hold of him riding the motion of his harsh fucking 
with beautiful sounds that bled out into the woods around them. The wolf grinned into his lover's 
flesh as the simmering heat in his loins grew taut once more, his body prepared to lay claim to his 
lover once more. 


Peter let his hand skirt further down Stiles’ cock, toying with the soft flesh that was hard and 
yearning for release. The sharp whines that left Stiles’ throat sparked things in his wolf and gave 
desirable notes of pleasure that Peter couldn’t achieve on his own. Stiles simply understood what it 
meant to be one with a wolf, the noises he made weren’t simply from the desires of his own body 
but to feed into Peters as well. 


Peter growled yanking hard on Stiles’ hip to thrust deep grinding them together before he ripped 
the front of his lover's pants down groaning at the sharp petrichor of Stiles’ release as the human 
arched against his invading thrust as Peter’s stroked his spilling cock. Peter released his shoulder 
and groaned smiling into the man’s bloody shoulder as he thrust a few more times in a quick 
violent fashion before spilling himself. 


The scent of Stiles’ release, the heat of it drooling down his hand had the wolf shifting his stance to 
give firmer thrusts as he spilled himself inside the warm body that clenched so tightly around his 
throbbing length. “So beautiful darling.” Peter licked Stiles’ neck as the human quivered in his 
grasp, sharp pants leaving him as the boy shivered, overcome with his release with the fervent 
thrusts he was still entertaining as Peter sought to enjoy every last pulse of his come as it filled 
him. 


Stiles sagged backward into Peter, aware the wolf wouldn’t stop until he was through, he groaned 
at the overburdened pleasure that sang up his body as the wolf thrust into his exhausted body that 
sang of over-stimulation after being refused his own release for so long. He whined and keened 
sharply as Peter thrust harder a few times before he slowed once more. Panting, the human’s hand 
trailed down Peter’s head prepared to release the wolf in exhaustion only to smile when Peter’s 


hand left his softening cock to catch his hand as it slid free. 


The wolf kissed his hand, lathed at it cleaning the traces of Stiles’ semen that he’d transferred onto 
him by catching his hand. Stiles sighed as he enjoyed those last few moments of pained pleasure as 
Peter finished inside him. He smiled as Peter released his hand to wrap his arm around his chest 
holding him tightly to himself. Stiles hummed when Peter licked his neck before whispering to 
him. 


“T’m not through with you...Not by halves darling, but we need to finish this work before I get lost 
in you again.” 


Stiles groaned as the wolf thrust once more showing the proof that Peter wasn’t against fucking 
him again, damn supernatural recovery times. “P-Peter...Gods, too much.” He whined when Peter 
thrust once more, he gasped and said. “I-If you start...We’ Il be here all night.” 


Peter hummed, true. He stilled his movements, enjoying the simple pleasure of resting inside the 
human as he shivered, trembling from exhaustion and the over-sensitivity of holding the wolf’ s 
body within his own. Peter tilted his head taking in the bites he’d left, he scowled at the first. It 
hadn’t been done on purpose and it was messy, deep, and torn. He leaned forward to lick at it only 
to pause when Stiles tensed, humming, he kissed the flesh aside it and smirked when Stiles sighed 
sagging against him as the pain faded. 


Stiles smiled. “Kissing the pain away?” 


“I didn’t mean to bite you like this,” Peter growled at himself, lathing at the wound as if that would 
be enough to heal it. 


Stiles sighed at the comforting gesture. “I know...But it’s fine, I don’t mind.” 


Peter hummed, he knew that but it didn’t take away the fact that he’d caused more damage than 
necessary to lay a claim upon the boy’s flesh. His eyes skirted to the other bite, he smiled, neat, 
clean and tidy and not too deep. Peter continued to tend to the messier wound smirking into it 
when he rolled his hips gaining a pleasured groan. 


“Peter!” Stiles hissed. “We still have that bitches body to bury.” 


Oh. Yes, they did. Peter stilled, pulling his face away from the wound he glanced around only to 
smirk at the hole in the ground that already had the corpse inside it. “I’m not sure I have the 
strength to part from you to deal with her.” 


Stiles snorted at the bald-faced lie. “Well, find a way cause I can’t take anymore.” 
Peter grinned at that admission, he nuzzled the back of Stiles’ neck. “Lie.” 


Stiles grinned as he was called out, he twisted his head to the side catching the wolf’s heavy gaze. 
“Later.” He got a hum, the wolf's hands gently touching him, holding him as Peter pulled back. 
Stiles groaned, he’d been one with Peter for so long that it felt wrong to feel his lover's body pull 
free. 


He sagged into Peter’s embrace, his body shivering as he caught his breath. He tilted his head back 
to kiss Peter, the wolf hummed into the gentle kiss, and when they parted Stiles asked. “Feel 
better?” 


Peter flashed his eyes at the amused human. “Don’t make later, now.” The threat, the timber in his 
voice had Stiles breathing harder and the wolf inside of Peter relished it. “Let’s finish up and then 


I'll have you the rest of the night at home.” 


Stiles huffed as Peter pulled back to right his own clothing, Stiles fixed his as much as he could 
given that Peter had ripped a section of the denim in his haste to get to him. Twisting around, the 
human smirked as he watched the wolf be forced to tuck his hard cock back into his pants. “Maybe 
I should have sucked you off, be more comfortable.” The flare of Peter’s eyes had him smirking, he 
knew just how to play their game. 


“Darling, don’t tease.” 


Stiles walked forward, chastely kissing the wolf before staring firmly back. “Predators don’t tease, 
they play with their prey.” Stiles stroked the bulge in the man’s pants getting a rumbling growl 
from the wolf. “Good boy.” He teased before walking over with a bit of a change in his gait due to 
their rampant fucking, taking up a shovel he hid his smile when Peter growled and stormed over to 
grab a shovel to help. 


Peter closed the trunk, relieved that their task was done. Walking around he slid into the driver's 
side only to smile when Stiles snuggled into his side, wrapping his arm around the human he 
started the car and eased them back onto the road. “Good night?” 


Stiles smiled and said. “Great night.” He tilted his head up and told the wolf. “Wait until I show 
you the next one.” 


“Oh? I believe it was my turn pet.” 
“You can chase him.” 


Peter growled in pleasure looking down briefly from the road to get a nod from Stiles. “He’ll run? 
You’re so sure?” 


“Oh, I’m sure.” Stiles grinned. “And he’s not much of a threat, I can lure him.” 


“Not much?” Peter scoffed. “What is his preference love, I’m not going to let you put yourself in 
danger so I can chase something.” 


“Poison, I’m fine...Lord knows I know better than to take drinks from strangers.” 


Peter laughed at the simple but rather ineffective method of killing. “Yes, don’t drink anything 
from him and he’s harmless...Fine, you can play the sheep.” 


“And you the wolf.” Stiles grinned as he twisted his head and bit the wolf’s arm gaining a 
possessive growl when he released the man’s flesh. Looking up at the bright blue eyes, Stiles 
grinned. “Such a big bad wolf.” 


Peter smiled. “Just wait until we get home pet, P11 show you.” 


Stiles wiggled his head against the man’s shoulder getting comfortable for the ride home. “I can’t 
wait.” He let his hand skirt down to stroke the front of the man’s pants gaining a rumbling growl. 
“Can you?” He teased. 


Peter grinned at the predatory challenge. “What I’m going to do to you at home pet... You’ ll be 
bedridden for days.” He felt the man shiver at the threat, they both knew the things he could do 
and how much they would both enjoy it. “Still want to tease?” 


“T m not teasing...’ m playing with my prey.” 


Peter chuckled at the response. “Are you? I’m sorry to say this darling, but I think I’m the bigger 
predator in this relationship.” 


“Hm...But lm not playing with you...Just toying this part of you.” Stiles slipped his fingers around 
the lip of the denim skirting the warm flesh of the wolf’s stomach and teasing to go near the aching 
cock further down. 


Peter breathed deeply, the erotic scent of anticipation was heavy in the car. “You’re perfect, do you 
know that pet?” 


Stiles smiled as he twisted his head to kiss the man’s neck mindful not to bite as that wouldn’t go 
over well, but the chaste kiss proved how he felt. “I’m yours.” He promised the wolf. 


“Yes, you are,” Peter growled loving the small kitten-like kisses Stiles gave him, never treading 
too closely to upset his wolf. No love bites that would ruin the mood, just small teasing brushes of 
his lips among promises of Peter’s claim being valid. “I'll make sure of it once we get home, prove 
to you how much you’re mine, how perfect you are.” 


Stiles smiled into Peter’s flesh before rasping in his ear as he let his fingers slide down into the 
wolf’s pants. “You’re mine.” 


Peter grinned as the heat of Stiles’ hand wrapped around his cock at the challenging claim. “Better 
prove it.” He challenged before groaning as the human unzipped his pants and without any 
preamble shifted about and took him into his mouth. “Fuck!” He groaned his hand coming down to 
sift through Stiles’ hair. “Damn minx...Ugh, careful pet...Careful, make me come and I might run 
us off the road.” He glanced down when Stiles released him, breathing on the crown of his cock to 
tease before the human said. 


“You'll take what I give you and like it.” 


Peter growled down at the heated eyes he got in return. “Then take what you want.” Peter bared his 
teeth. “Prove you’re a predator love.” He groaned as Stiles took him back into his mouth, the wolf 
sighed breathing faster as he strove to drive them home before the little minx managed to make 
him spill himself down his throat. He smiled throughout the pleasure, Stiles was the only predator 
that could hope to keep him on his toes, to be his equal and the wolf growled in the pleasure of it 
all. The human was perfect and was all his. 
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